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2 Now thoſe damn'd fighting Ra ; ls have got me i'th* wind, None breaks the Publick Peace but He, 
1. Monſicur de LUXENBURGH to Lewis the Nil. I muſt ſinck all at once both in bay and mind. Yet he would fain be thought its Guarantee. 
Go, Laxenburgh, tell amen muſt leave her, See his Viſage diſturb'd, and his Face Melancholick, 
REAT Sir, ſince Namur is Reduc'd, you may fiad And be ty'd to my Bed for a month with a Fever. For the — Cloſe of his Admiral's Frolick. 
— the Weightier Scale - our Side is inclin'd ; 3 — Defeat of his Fleet, quite — — his Maſtet; 
"Tis true, your Fleet's loſt, but you've gotten Namur, Fa r can Maintenon's Art give the Miſchief a Plaiſter. 
ich will make the Scales even at leaſt to be ſure. 3. Madam de MAIN TEN ON. Thus Lows le Grand is a Conqueror plain, 


Who his Honour can ſell, an Advantage to gain. 
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b | Come, Cheer-up, Dear e got England's Infavta 
— — 8 ad 1 | | ö "7 42 | oj 90m — AIS Nd 
Ab! Dear Hamp, your Compliment's fulſom and filly! e | | 
Namur can't make wp for our Loſs | muſt tell you: 7 : 1 — wy +1745 What a Coxcomb was he, that would try in the Scale 
— Well diſſemble however, and put a good face on't; Fwill ſoon turn che — an is cite down IF his Conqueſts could more than his Loſles avail ? 
= Though, between you and I, I can hardly be patient. ; . y 4 ü He bas taken Namur, true , the more was the pity : 
= For Thirty long years, while our Neighbours were ſleeping, LEWIS 5 xW. I And now values himſelf on a dear- purchas d City. 
= We advanc'd the Marine, and grew dreadful in Shipping: .the _ Bat the Gay Royal Sun, with Two more, and his Second 
= But tis gone in a blaſt, ſhould my Subjects but know all, . Four Ships of more worth than Namur may be reckon'd. 
= They'd Rebel in a moment, and ſoon overthrow all. In —_— my dear Camper, ef thou wouldſt flatter ; | 
= My Treaſury's drain'd, and I have beggar'd the Nation, Morbleu * What's all this filly to the matter / 6. General HE US LE R. 
= My Parliament's Term-time's as bad as Vacation Can the Balance be poiz'd by a ſs Young Baſtard, a 
2 Thatthe Peaſants ve robb/d of their Food, is no news, When the Turk, my good Br ind Friend has been maſtetd? Should you want any Weight, on my Sword here I bring 
=fj The Wretches for Rye Bread, pawn their Wooden Shoes. Let the Devil afſiſk, lex him t and ſweat for c, Great Weyadin, into the Balance to fling ; 
= And with a hard ſhift, my Grandees, turn'd Commanders, And a Million or two of kind repeat fort 3 But Vie e'ae lay it by, for | ſee there's no need on'c, 
= Can ſcrape a few Crowns to Equip em for Flanders. Still my Scale would be lighteſt y gay I'de kiſs the Book on's, Our Advantage is plain, and the World is agreed on't : 
= Pye Tax'd Judge, Bumbailiff, Attorney and Proctor, I ſhould quickly run mad, ture to look ont. Nay, let Lewss himſelf now determine our Plea; 
= And Barber, and Butcher, and Cobler, and Doctor. Then, Old Girl, let's away, 3 Pie have a Touch fot't: We have T owns good as bis, and are Maſters at Sea. 
lee een laid a Tax on the Tapſter and his Pot, Thoour caſe is but bad, w Fe not too much for't, 
oO the Horlſler's Half-peck, and the Chamberlain's Piſpot. 9 — _ wh Ihe, LEWIS the XIV.. 
= Not a Wench at Pen- neuf, nor a Punk at Verſail. Andin T — — 7 can Þy3 - iges Vie d 
Bot is willingly tax'd for the leaſe of her Taile. nd in Tempeſts of Pleaſures and Kiſſes Ile dye: Who are theſe here? ha! Allewonde, Heuſler, and Ruſſel ? 
= Ihave pillagd the Maſs, and the Prieſts with their Altars, So kill'd and fo pleas'd, What a Pox do they here, with their Fighting and Buſtle ? 
=fi Andi of good Plate, have bequeath'd chem good Halters. My ſad heart may be ; How Tremble and Sweat! Come, Allons a Verſaille : 
= What a Pox can | more? Why did the Bitch Fortune * And the Devil that reigns in my boſom appeas d. I'm asStout as a Mars, within my Serail. 
= Leave me thus in the lurch, like a Jade to come ſhort home? : Your Battels I hate, but r home can bliſter 
= Ah Fernie! why to fight ſent I out my Armadoes ? 4. Admiral RUSSEL. Where a Bully in Venus Camp may paſs Muſter. 
= Had they play'd ſtill at Bow-peep, our Rodomontadoes w 7 
Might have ſery'd to excuſe us; but now by a damn'd Chance See there our wond*rous | EXIT Lews. 
E The Rogues have ſwing'd off poor Towrville with a vengeance. By Policy's Infernal 4 
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